424         OSCAR WILDE AND  HIS  CONFESSIONS

"It seems rather a pity to waste our tickets;
so many wish to see the play."

"We shall find someone to give them to," he
said indifferently, stopping by one of the pillars.

At that very moment as if under his hand
appeared a boy of about fifteen or sixteen, one
of the gutter-snipe of Paris. To my amazement,
he said:

"Bon soir, Monsieur Wilde."

Oscar turned to him smiling.

"Vous e"tes Jules, n'est-ce pas?" (you are
Jules, aren't you?) he questioned.

"Oui, M. Wilde."

"Here is the very boy you want," Oscar
cried; " let's give him the tickets, and he'll sell
them, and make something out of them," and
Oscar turned and began to explain to the boy
how I had given two hundred francs for the
tickets, and how, even now, they should be
worth a louis or two.

"Des jaunets" (yellow boys), cried the youth,
his sharp face lighting up, and in a flash he had
vanished with the tickets.

"You see he knows me, Frank," said Oscar,
with the childish pleasure of gratified vanity.

"Yes," I replied drily, "not an acquaintance
to be proud of, I should think."

"I don't agree with you, Frank," he said,
resenting my tone, "did you notice his eyes?